PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
Meanwhile we had been travelling on, coming to Cumber-
land where the hills are higher and the valleys deeper, and
that is past; we cross into Maryland, and after seventy
miles more of the hills we are in West Virginia, rolling
through the glorious Potomac Deer Park with still bigger
and wider hills, and at about six o'clock we drew up at a
lonely inn among the forests, three thousand feet above sea-
level.
After the supper we descended a wild ravine, passed a
snake farm, and rolled into Grafton to look for beds, but
Grafton was our first unpleasant town, an unpainted, grubby,
noisy railway town between the railroad and the hill. It
was almost as unpleasant as one of our English industrial
towns, and we returned to the village of Blueville, and took
tourist rooms at a dollar each.
" Pretty warm day," sang the landlady, and showed us
into the house that was like an oven. We hardly dared to
move, but we got to bed with the idea, I think, of going
tb sleep. But what a night! It wanted a week of Independ-
ence Day, but this did not mean that the celebratory fire-
works were not being exploded. The night was a bombard-
ment ; our room was now a vivid green, and now a vivid
red, and the splendid explosions maintained us in a state of
British consciousness the whole night long. When the fire-
works ceased the lorries began roaring by on the road, and
the heat was with us all the time. A very poor dollar's worth
of night!
The sun was radiant on Blueville when we walked across
the road to the gas station for breakfast. It was summer in
excelsis, the warm dusty smell of summer was in the sunny
air, and lightly clad we moved with restraint. A cheerful
garage boy served us boisterously with a good breakfast,
and, with the woodwork of the car already too hot to touch